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dark and saw him. His badge (the silver cap badge of the
Rifle Brigade) was bright, and my word it did glitter I I
often have those ' ttmelly' dreams."
I asked her what is a " tunelly dream " ? and she explained
simply: " When it's all dark, like a tunnel! "
Every morning she talked about him when we went hand-
in-hand hunting for primroses, and looking for bulb noses
pushing through the soil. Then once she said:
"We have had a happy morning—you do like flowers,
don't you, Mummie ? It makes you think of Daddy—he's
helping God to grow them this year, that's why they're so
early."
That is the way Wilfred would have wished to be remembered.
Although he went out in the heat of battle, his baby remembered
him in the spring flowers.
Six months later when I returned to England, I decided to
talk to him through a medium. Leonie was not sure whether
this could be done convincingly, or, being done, whether it
were right. But it was in harmony with my belief and theories,
and I did not hesitate. Someone whose opinion I valued,
gave me the address of a medium whose name is mentioned in
a list by Sir Oliver Lodge in his book Raymond. It was
after the beautiful Rifle Brigade memorial service in Winchester
Cathedral, to which Leonie and I went together, that I felt
I must speak with him.
As I rang the door bell of an ordinary house in a row of others
at Notting Hill, I was in a suppressed state of excitement.
I was sure Wilfred was aware of my mission and was standing
by prepared. The room I was shown into was rather like
a Quaker meeting-place. A little niiddle-aged grey-haired
lady pulled violet curtains across the windows, and seated
herself in a chair facing me. She turned on a gramophone
which played a Kreisler record, explaining that the vibrations
of music make it easier for spirits to approach. She then
covered her face with her hands and when the record came to
an end she extended a fumbling hand in her trance and suc-
ceeded in turning it off. Wilfred particularly hated gramo-
phones and I wondered what he must be feeling. As soon
as the music stopped she stood up and in a voice which was not

